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To do some miracle, when suddenly

At curve of Regent Circus I espy,

Set 'mid a jeweller's trays of spangle-glitter,

A tiny metal insect-pin, a fly.

This utter trifle for my love I buy,

And, thinking of it on her breast,

My heart has rest.

A poet, so these ladies defined him, was :

A work of some strange passion,

Life has conceived apart from Time's harsh drill,

A thing it hides and cherishes to fashion

At odd bright moments to its secret will !

Holy and foolish, ever set apart,

He waits the leisure of his God's free heart.

Such a poet, they passionately believed, was Michael
Field, whose fame would triumph over time. Can it be
possible that they were right after all; that their fine
passion, and their verse, so lovely in its mode, will be
remembered when the names of those who would
sometimes smile among themselves at their vast pre-
tensions have been all forgotten ?
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